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done his work well.
But his self-satisfaction was rudely interrupted
by a simultaneous outburst from his fellow-
conspirators.
"Buddha !" moaned Ah Kien, supporting him-
self by clinging to Pi Boon's sleeve.
"Son of a pig !" snarled Pi Boon. "It is the
wrong house."
" It is next the coffee shop," protested Kim Huat
with a frantic gesture.
"Rat-faced ogre!" shrieked Pi Boon at him.
"That is Ah Kien's house," and he pointed to the
house which stood completely unharmed, two doors
away.
The fact that both houses were next to the
coffee shop did not lessen Pi Boon's fury. Then
Ah Kien recovered from his shock. He spat
lustily upon Kim Huat and loaded him with ex-
pletives which were representative of the rarest
obscenities. The crowd around them began to
lose interest in the action of the fire-engines. This
was a good quarrel; the old man with the hollow
cheeks was as amusing as a clown in a "lakon,"
and the furious fat man was a rare specimen.
But Pi Boon, quickly curbed his anger. Observ-
ing the approach of a Siamese policeman, he led
Ah Kien away in a subdued mood. Deftly, they
hid themselves in the excited throng.
Kim Huat, left by himself, gradually realized
the immensity of his mistake. He had burned
down a stranger's house; the consequences would
be terrible if the police found him. Thoughts of